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“It's not okay because if they take my stapler then I'll, I'll, I'll set the building on fire.”
Milton Waddams
Office Space
 
 

WORLD’S WORST BOSS
 
In 2014 a man named George Turner was found dead in his mansion on the Brazilian coast. Turner had a live-in girlfriend half his age but had never been married. A year after his death, his girlfriend Adriana began posting information about Turner in online chatrooms. He made a death bed confession to her that he had done something “evil,” and he hoped she might be able to reach out and make amends for his past wrongs.
In response to Adriana’s story, another person shared the following about an event that took place back in 1989. Indirectly, it appears to shed some light on the actions of George Turner. 
 
Bobby Anderson’s job was pretty much the same every day of the week. He placed orders for widgets and doo-dads and other assorted knick-knacks handled out of the third floor offices of Bender’s Universal Exports. Bender’s didn’t make anything. They didn’t design anything, and they didn’t create anything. They were strictly a middleman, a way station taking a rich markup on goods made cheaply in the Far East and thrust on American customers. 
Jelly bracelets? Did ‘em. Baby on Board window signs? Did ‘em. “Frankie Say” T-shirts? Oh yeah, they did them. 
The job had its moments, and by and large, the people Bobby worked with were decent human beings. The one exception, of course, was the man whose name was on the sign outside in large, intimidating red letters. 
Richard Bender didn’t become one of the country’s leading exporters by being a nice guy. He learned the art of being a total jerk from his father, who died inconsiderately of a heart attack the night before Richard walked the stage and got his diploma from Harvard Business School. Not that his father would have shown any pride in the boy. Not that Richard needed it. His father’s withholding of love drove him to be even more ruthless than his father had been. 
Richard expected people on the clock to be on the clock. No chit chat. No joke telling. If it were up to him, there wouldn’t even be a water cooler or coffee maker. Every second wasted pouring beverages and stirring in creams and sugars and whatever was a second stolen from Bender’s Universal Exports. And every dime spent on coffee was money out of his pocket. 
These people should be grateful just to have jobs. They should express their gratitude by working harder. 
As mentioned already, Bobby Anderson’s job as a purchasing agent varied little from day to day. Except, of course, for Wednesdays, going back around five months. That was when the state lottery became legal. It was when Bobby got a brilliant idea at happy hour one night with some of his closest work friends. 
“What if we hit the jackpot?” he said. “What if we all go in on it, we all split the money, and we all turn in our notice on the same day?” 
“Bender would go ballistic,” said Kate Goodwin, another purchasing agent. 
“Yeah, and I’d like to see the look on his face,” said Oliver Howard from accounts payable. 
Thus it was decided that every Wednesday, every employee who wanted to “live the dream” and hit the jackpot would bring in a dollar to contribute to the pot. Bobby would buy as many jackpot tickets as he could and make photocopies of the numbers. Then everyone would be glued to channel 6 that evening to see if their luck had come in. 
This particular Wednesday was different for Richard Bender as well as Bobby Anderson. Unbeknownst to his staff, save Oliver in accounts payable, Bender had actually laid out a significant capital expense to install a video surveillance system just two weeks before. Now, from a set of monitors hidden behind the double doors of his office closet, Richard watched his staff in real time without them knowing it. 
Richard had already taken great pleasure in firing Uma Garcia for doing her nails at her desk, and he had mercifully only suspended Mike White three days for taking a personal phone call the day his son broke his arm at school. Today, though, he was gunning for a truly big prize: the rotten son of a bitch who wanted to leave him high and dry by gambling on money for nothing! 
The hidden cameras went into the office two Thursdays prior in the evening so it wasn’t until the following week that he discovered Bobby’s little game. He circulated the office, swinging through one cube after another, seeming to shake hands with everyone. Thank goodness for the lack of grace and subtlety possessed by that goofball Barry Cundiff. It was Barry whose lack of grace tipped the greedy employees’ hands when he openly handed Bobby a few bucks. That’s how Richard discovered their little scheme. 
One week later, Richard was watching the monitors, waiting for his moment. Just as he had for weeks, Bobby got up at eleven to grab some coffee and begin making the rounds. He stopped by Oliver’s desk, then Kate’s, then Jenifer’s, then Stanley’s. He paused a little longer at Renata’s desk. Bobby was good. It was almost as if he suspected he was being watched. Richard never saw the money change hands, not with anyone. 
Anyone except Barry Cundiff. 
Barry just wasn’t as smooth as the others. He was as clumsy with hiding non-work activity as he was with paying bills on time. Richard made a note to have Lisa review the previous month’s payables, line by line. All he needed was one check off by a few pennies and he could toss Barry out behind Bobby. 
First things first, though. For him, and for Lisa Fisher. 
Lisa was the only person in Richard’s life who truly understood him. True, she was young enough to be his daughter, but she was mature for her age in more ways than one. Richard appreciated her ambition and her eagerness to act as a frequent co-conspirator almost as much as he appreciated the things she did for him on nights when his wife thought he was out of town. 
Lisa was in a flowery sundress and a strand of pearls he had given her during their recent trip to San Francisco. She brushed her short blonde hair off her ear as her blue eyes kept a keen eye on her co-workers. 
With his coffee mug topped off, Bobby returned to his desk and his paperwork, looking for all the world like a hard-working, faithful employee. Lisa knew better. She’d been asked to join in the lottery pool months ago and had turned it down. It wasn’t a hard choice. She didn’t believe in such things. Money had to be earned. It could be earned in many ways, and Lisa had certainly exploited multiple avenues for getting money. She preferred more reliable means for getting money than bouncing balls and random chance. 
Employees at Bender’s went to lunch at either 11:30 or 12:30. Everyone got an hour, and each department staggered their breaks so work could continue unencumbered by state-mandated meal times. Lisa normally took the later shift, letting Renata cover the front during her break while Lisa stepped out with Richard or by herself. Today, however, she told Renata she’d be taking a later break for a doctor’s appointment. It was a lie, all part of the plan to nail Bobby red handed. 
Lisa saw him walk back in the office five minutes early. He clocked in, topped off his coffee once more, and returned to his desk. She never saw him pull the lottery tickets from his pants pocket, nor did she see him arrange them on a blank sheet of paper and fasten them with Scotch tape. But when he got up with a file full of papers and headed to the copier, she was ready. 
Richard watched from his office on one of the four monitors covering the entire office. He couldn’t see what was on the three sheets of paper Bobby placed on the glass and copied twenty times, but he knew. He picked up the phone and buzzed the front desk. Lisa answered on the first ring. 
“I’m on it.” She hung up. 
Bobby collected his papers and returned swiftly to his desk. As Richard watched him collating the large stack of papers, stolen papers that rightly should have been used in the business of Bender’s Universal Exports, Lisa Fisher made her move. She reached the copier before anyone else could and hit the reprint button. The Canon whirred and rumbled, and within twenty seconds, a single sheet of paper containing six lottery tickets rolled out of the machine. 
Lisa walked the paper straight into Richard’s office, handing it to her secret lover. Richard held it in both hands and nodded.  
“Got him.” 
Never one to waste time, Richard stood and walked straight out of his office while his accomplice took her place back at reception. Richard and Bobby met eyes from a distance, and it didn’t surprise Richard in the least that no incriminating evidence was sitting out on his desk when he entered the cubicle. 
Richard dropped the paper onto Bobby’s desk and said, “Get your things, Mr. Anderson.” 
Bobby looked up and feigned surprise. “What?” 
“You heard me, lottery man,” said Richard. “This is a place of business, not wish upon a star.” 
“You gotta be kidding me,” said Bobby. “You're firing me? Over a little office fun?”
“I’m firing you for stealing time,” said Richard, grabbing at the stack of papers hidden under a few files. “And stealing office property! My property!” 
Bobby stood up. He grabbed the framed photo of his wife and kids and started to reach for the Houston Texans Tervis cup they’d given him for Father’s Day. Richard swatted his hand away. “We will forward your things to you, collect of course. I want you out of here. Now.” 
“I can’t even collect my stuff?” said Bobby. 
“By all rights, I should take your stuff to compensate myself for all of my stuff you’ve taken!” Richard turned around. He could see half a dozen employees looking at him over cubicle walls. “You’re all complicit in this! It’s because of you he’s losing his job! I've got a good mind to fire every one of you who participated! But I won't let the bad actions of one take food out of the mouths of everyone else.” 
“Ha, you couldn't afford to fire all of us,” scoffed Kate. 
Richard growled. “You want to join him, Kate?”
Kate cowered, closing her lips, as Richard surveyed the office, making sure he had everyone’s attention before going on. “This kind of nonsense is inexcusable. It will not be tolerated. I'm making an example of you, Bobby Anderson. Get out!” 
“You sure that's what you want?” said Bobby. “In the middle of the busy season?”  
“A little overtime never killed anyone,” Richard chuckled. “Besides, everyone always says they want more money. Here’s your chance, people!” 
Bobby had had enough. “You’re the worst. You know that?” 
“GET OUT!” Richard bellowed. 
“Fine!” said Bobby. He bumped his former boss as he passed him, rounding the corner. He walked to the back of the row of cubicles and turned for a parting shot.
“Everyone, I will text you the numbers. And it would serve you right, Richard, if we hit the jackpot tonight!” 
“I’ll be holding my breath in anticipation,” said Richard. 
Bobby stormed out of the office. “Okay, break’s over,” said Richard. He checked his watch. “On second thought, you can all stay an extra five minutes late today to make up the time lost thanks to Mr. Anderson. And yes, Saturday will be mandatory overtime for everyone!” 
Richard could hardly contain his grin. That felt good. As much as he knew he needed these morons to keep the wheels of the business turning, nothing gave him more glee, not even his annual bonus payout, than firing someone. Sure, money was great, but it was power that led him into the business world. He liked the cat and mouse of negotiations. He liked making his prey dance and squirm before he pounced and killed. And he loved to show his employees who was boss. 
Two months ago, he had gone on a tear. He fired Sarah Tyler for listening to talk radio. He fired Bradley Pierson for listening to music radio. He fired Rachel Halloran for eating a tuna sandwich he could smell all the way in his office. He might have torn through the whole office had Lisa not wisely reminded him, “We need some of these turds. I mean, you and I can’t run the whole business, can we?” 
No, no they could not. And that was a shame. Richard had often thought how nice it would be to have an office devoid of any employees outside Lisa. Then again, he and Lisa would never get any work done. When they were alone, they both had other things on their minds. One thing in particular. 
Richard had enjoyed more passion and pleasure in fourteen months with Lisa than twenty-two years of marriage. The two of them were a perfect match in every way. There was no love, no romance, no thought of making a life together one day when “things were different.” No, the forbidden nature of their affair appealed to both of them in equal measure. If he was pure evil, as many former employees had told the local unemployment office, she was the closest thing to it. 
Lisa knew her lover would want to mark the occasion, so she placed a quick call to Antoine at the Harbor House. Their usual whirlpool suite was available, so she told Antoine to charge the card on file, throwing in a bottle of chilled champagne. Then she placed a call to Richard’s wife Elaine.
“Where’s he off to this time?” said the mother of three. 
“Memphis, but just for the night.” 
“I see,” said Elaine. “Does Il Duce need a bag packed?” 
“I believe he has his emergency bag packed and with him,” said Lisa curtly. 
“Good for him. Well, safe travels, and please, tell the ghost of Elvis hello for me.” 
Elaine hung up, disgusted. The woman was no fool. Memphis or no, she knew that little Lisa would be going with her husband, and she knew why. 
Lisa decided to buy dinner for the pair herself that night. With the “fringe benefits” Richard lavished on her, she felt it only right that she pick up a tab here and there. She knew what he ordered in every out-of-the-way place downtown, including the five star dining room at the Harbor House, where she herself loved the Ravioli Florentine. Tonight, though, she opted for a Southwestern-style meal from Yellow Cactus because she was craving the fresh-made guacamole. 
Dinner was delivered to their suite promptly at 10 p.m. that evening. Her hair wet and her flesh warmed from a prolonged dip in the jacuzzi with Richard, Lisa answered the door in a white terry-cloth robe and gave the handsome delivery boy a generous tip. Richard was hardly a fan of tips, and his stingy reputation was another reason Lisa would occasionally buy dinner. If his name was on the slip, she didn’t want anyone spitting in her food! 
Richard poured the wine as Lisa set the table for them. He was dressed in a matching robe, a concession he made reluctantly as his mistress found dining in the nude to be a bit, in her words, “icky.” He clicked on the television absent-mindedly for background noise as the two of them went to work on their meals. 
“They'll thank me for what I did today when pay day rolls around,” said Richard. “I mean really, all the complaining everyone does about low pay and wanting raises, you think they'd appreciate a little extra work.”
“And you have to pay them time and a half!” said Lisa. “Which is more than most of them deserve.”  
“It’s more than any of them deserve,” said Richard. “It's like Christmas in July.” 
Lisa purred, “Who needs the lottery when they have a Santa Claus?”
Richard felt her foot rubbing against his leg and he grinned. “Such a silly thing, the lottery. They might has well tear up their paychecks and throw all their money away.” 
“It’s a tax on the poor,” said Lisa. “That's all it is.” 
“It’s no way to make money,” said Richard. 
“Hard work. That's how you get money. Nose to the grindstone!” 
Nothing turned him on more than such business talk, and the two of them swiftly abandoned their meals and their robes for the plush kingsized bed, which is where they were an hour later when a pleasant voice on the TV announced, “Hi, I’m Glenda Gray, and this is tonight’s lucky lottery drawing!” 
Lisa sat up in bed. “Already? I almost forgot!” 
Lisa raced over to her bag, sitting on a chair by the TV stand as the numbered balls bounced on television and Glenda explained the rules, along with the evening’s jackpot total: $112,000,000. She raced back to the bed with a stack of papers, handing half to Richard. 
“Please tell me you didn’t buy a ticket,” said Richard. 
“Hell no,” said Lisa. “But since we’re together, I thought it would be fun to watch everyone’s dreams go up in flames.” 
“You’re always thinking of me,” said Richard.
“I know what you like,” she replied. “Oh crap! Here we go. Three and seven.” 
Richard looked at the screen. The camera has zoomed in on the clear chute where the winning balls were now lining up. There was a three and a seven on the first two balls, and a third ball joined them as Glenda announced the number. 
“The next number is 37.” 
“This sheet’s done,” said Lisa, tossing one aside. 
Richard tossed two off the bed. “So are these.” 
“The next number is twelve.” 
“How many tickets did they buy?” said Richard, sifting through the pages. 
“Thirty,” said Lisa. 
“Is that the next number?” 
“No that’s how many tickets,” said Lisa. “I actually have one with three, seven, thirty-seven, twelve… oh my.” 
“The next number is twenty-five,” said Glenda. 
Lisa’s eyes were wide as saucers. “What is it?” said Richard. “They didn’t win, did they?” 
“There’s still one number,” said Lisa. “Four.” 
“And the final number is,” said Glenda, “Four!” 
“Oh!” said Lisa. 
“Give me that!” said Richard. “Are you messing with me?” 
“Once again,” said Glenda. “Those numbers are 3-7-37-12-25-4.” 
Richard read them off one of the photocopied tickets as Glenda read them aloud. “No!” he shouted. “No! No! No! No!”  
 “Good night,” said Glenda pleasantly, “And good luck from the Jackpot Mega Draw!” 
Glenda and her red, sequined dress vanished, replaced by a commercial for above ground pools. Richard and Lisa continued to stare, mouths agape, at the television. 
“What are we going to do?” said Richard. 
 
It was almost ten o’clock when Richard’s eyes opened. He hadn’t intended to sleep in, but then again, he hadn’t intended on staying up past three in the morning either. It was every business man’s worst nightmare come true. His employees had hit the lottery. They’d all be gone. All of them, except Lisa, gone! 
No, he told himself as he got up and started to dress. It wasn’t possible. People don’t always quit their jobs when they win the lottery. Not if they know what’s good for them! Families need insurance. People need their retirement funds. They need something to do because idle hands… How did that proverb go? Ah yes! Idle hands make the devil’s work. 
“Heh,” Richard laughed to himself. To hear them tell it, his employees were already doing the devil’s work. 
Lisa was already gone. No doubt she was prepping coffee for the busy day ahead. Richard tried to put himself in a better frame of mind as he packed his things and left the room. This wasn’t the end of the world. Just a bump in the road. A few of those idiots would quit, sure, but not all. And when the losers who ditched him had blown through their paltry millions and came crawling back for a job, he knew what he would say. “NO!” 
The sinister smile forged by his rich imagination vanished as soon as he pulled his brand new Acura Legend into the parking lot. A crowd of about a hundred people was taking up half the lot, and at the center of it all… his staff, bunched together, wearing non-business formal attire, facing three sets of camera crews from the local TV stations. 
Richard couldn’t believe his eyes. All of them? ALL of them?? Those ingrates! How could they do this to him?
As Richard got out of his car, he heard Bobby Anderson’s voice loud and clear. “There he is! The man of the hour! Richard Bender of Bender’s Universal Exports!” 
The crowd began to boo, and the camera’s aimed their telephoto lenses at him.
“Richard, this is the last time you’ll ever see us, buddy,” shouted Bobby. “We are all done!” 
After a rousing cheer, the crowd broke out in the chorus from “Na Na Hey Hey Kiss Him Goodbye.” One of the TV crews, from channel 13, broke away from the impromptu press conference and chased after Richard as he speed walked to the door.
Cub reporter Bria Bolte waved a microphone in his direction as she jogged toward him. “Mr. Bender? Mr. Bender, could we have a word?” 
“No comment,” he replied. 
“What do you think about your staff winning the lottery?” she asked. “What do you have to say about them claiming you fired one of them for buying tickets? Is Bender’s truly a bad place to work?” 
Richard turned to her as he reached the door. “I have no comment, and if you come into this building and badger me any further, I will call the cops! Good day to you!” 
Richard opened the glass door and tried to slam it, looking a bit foolish as the door resisted his hard tug and closed slowly. He skipped the elevator and ran up the steps to the third floor and the now empty offices of his wounded empire. 
There was no smell of coffee! 
But there was Lisa, at the front desk, gathering her things into a box! 
“Lisa?” 
Lisa looked up and then looked back down. “My resignation's on the desk. I know you won't get that courtesy from those jerks outside, but it has been a real pleasure.” 
“Lisa, you're not walking out on me.” 
“No. I’m walking out on this job.” 
“Why?” he said. “You bought in, didn’t you? You lied to me!” 
“No!” she snapped. “I never lied to you. But now that you mention it, I wish I had bought in.” 
He took a breath. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have assumed. But you can’t leave me like this. We’ll dig out, you and me, and when we do…” 
“It's over, Richard,” said Lisa. “There’s no coming back from this. It’s not just that you lost every other employee. They crucified you on the news this morning. No one in their right mind is going to want to work here.” 
“What if I make you a partner? Huh?” said Richard. “Full partners in the business.” 
“I’m sure Elaine would love that,” said Lisa. 
“I’ll leave Elaine!” he said. 
“No you won’t,” said Lisa. “And even if you did, I wouldn’t marry you. That’s not who we are, Richard.” 
“Lisa, let’s discuss this.” 
“I’ve already taken a new job,” said Lisa. “A gentleman was waiting outside when I arrived this morning. I start with him tomorrow.” 
“Did he just come here to poach you?” 
“No,” said Lisa, “He actually came here to meet with you. Said he’d drop by later.” 
“Meantime, he steals the last employee I have,” said Richard. 
“I’m really sorry it ended like this,” said Lisa, picking up her box. “You want my advice? Liquidate what you can. Take early retirement. Take Elaine to Paris. She’s always lamented to me that you never took her there.” 
“Ha,” said Richard. “Once she finds out about this, she’ll be the next to leave.” 
Lisa walked around the desk and up to Richard. “Yeah, probably. Anyways…” She leaned in for a kiss. “Good luck, Richard. It’s been real.” 
With that, she was gone. 
Richard went into the break room and did something he hadn’t had to do in ages: he made his own pot of coffee. He walked back to his office, leaving the lights off, and sat in his chair. He could hear the cheers and chants outside, and he rolled his seat closer to the window to have a look at the joyful celebration below. 
The end of his world. A new start for the lousiest group of people he’d ever employed. 
“Burns you up, doesn’t it?” 
Richard looked up at the open door leading to the outer office. A man nearly six and a half feet tall stood inside the frame. His black suit was immaculately, flawlessly tailored to a strong, athletic frame, and the silk, crimson dress shirt was open at the top two buttons. His skin was well-tanned, almost glimmering as if oiled up. He had a strong, pointed chin and a thin coat of stubble on his masculine face. His hair was black, slicked, styled, and his eyes were black and shiny like onyx. 
“They should be in here,” said the man in a voice smoother than his fashion sense. “They should be working for you. Earning their keep. They don’t deserve to move up to easy street.” 
“Nothing I can do about it,” said Richard. “Not now.” 
“No,” said the man, stepping into the office. “But there is something I can do about it.”
Richard snorted. “You the guy who stole Lisa from me?” 
“I’m a guy who makes things happen,” said the stranger. “She needed a job. I gave her a job.” 
“If you think I’m gonna talk with you after you took the only person worth a damn to me, you’re sadly mistaken.” 
“I was simply in the right place at the right time for Lisa,” said the man. “And it’s all because of you.” 
“Get out.” 
“Don’t you want to hear my pitch first?” said the man. 
“No!” 
“Don’t you want to save this place?” 
“You here to buy me out?” 
“No,” said the man. “I’m here to give you back what you just lost.” 
Richard did a double take as he saw what looked like a glint of fire light in the man’s dark eyes. He shook his head, refocusing on the grinning man as he took a seat across from Richard. 
“I am your only hope,” said the man. 
“Who are you?”
“Let’s just say, I’m someone who makes life’s ultimate wishes come true.”
“For a price, I am sure,” said Richard. 
“There are no free lunches,” said the man, borrowing the tired business school cliche. “We both know that.” 
“A man with your skill, your abilities commands a high price,” said Richard. 
“Naturally,” said the man. “Shall we talk business?” 
Richard leaned back, giving the man a hard look. Yes, he was certain who the man was. He’d seen him portrayed as everything from a pitchfork-wielding fiend to a slick Wall Street type to his favorite incarnation, Elizabeth Hurley. He knew where this was going. 
“How do you propose to save my business?” asked Richard. 
“You tell me,” said the man. “Tell me what you need, and I can make it happen.” 
“You wanna give me my staff back?”
“If that’s what you want.” 
“And strip them of their millions?”
“Name it,” said the man. “And it’s done.” 
“And all in exchange for my soul, right?” 
The man nodded. “A small price to pay.” 
Richard laughed, a small laugh that grew into a belly laugh, putting the man oddly off guard. 
“What’s so funny?” said the man. 
“You’re not as shrewd as I expected you to be, Scratch. May I call you Scratch?” 
“If you like.” 
The stranger was taken aback by Richard. He’d never dealt with a man like this one, a man who had mastered the art of the deal in ways a certain former president only claimed to know. Richard stood up from his desk, putting his hands behind his back, and pacing a bit before speaking. 
“I have to be honest,” said Richard, now leaning on his desk. “You’re playing this like the kind of guy I eat for lunch, a guy I destroy and devour because he undervalues himself and what he has to offer. One single soul? That’s all you want?” 
“I’m not a greedy man,” said Scratch, taking a seat across from Richard. “But I am weary of con men who seek to create loopholes in eternally binding contracts.” 
“Yeah, but see, here’s the problem,” said Richard, pacing again. “I am no saint. I have never been a church man. Never saw the sense in doing good to others, never respected the people who believe in it. You’ve come here asking for something that has zero value to me, something you’ll get with 99.9% certainty when a heart attack or colon cancer takes me anyway. You’re selling me a car and all you’re asking for, in exchange is, oxygen.” 
Scratch looked intently at Richard. “Go on.” 
Richard walked to the window. “Now these idiots outside. You know the ones I mean. The ones now wrapped up in the deadly sin of… which one is it?”
“Greed,” said the man. 
“Yes, greed,” said Richard. “You might get a few of them. The one or two who truly let their new riches go to their heads. But you won’t get them all, will you?” 
Scratch looked at the television. “Just what are you proposing, Mr. Bender?” 
Richard turned to the man. “Every one of those jerks, except one, is still under my employ. They say they are quitting, but not one has resigned yet.” 
“I’m listening,” said the man.
They are under my employ, at will, and their employment status is subject to change at my discretion. I am prepared to offer you their souls. All twenty-two of them.” 
“Your entire staff,” said the man. “Minus the one you fired.” 
“Twenty-two souls is quite a haul, isn’t it?”
“And, in exchange?” said the man. 
“Their bodies belong to me,” said Richard. “Until the day of their passing. At which time they will be, shall we say, transferred to your department?” 
A smile began to cross the wicked man’s face. “Mr. Bender, I like the way you think.” 
“Then we have a deal?” 
Richard offered the man his hand. The man shook it with a chuckle. “More than that. We might have ourselves the beginning of a beautiful friendship.” 
 
Three days later, Bender’s Universal Exports placed two ads in the newspaper: one for a purchasing agent, and one for a receptionist. They were the only two jobs available as the company resumed operations. 
None of the twenty-two staff members wanted to go back to Bender’s, but less than 48 hours after their victory rally in the parking lot, every one of them was in need of a job. It was on that fateful day they learned that Bobby Anderson had taken the lump sum payment for their winnings, bought a plane ticket to Rio, and skipped the country. 
No one ever heard of Bobby Anderson again. He changed his name. Some say he even changed his face. He vanished completely.
A second press conference took place in the same spot as the first as bewildered men and women spoke to the media. 
“It’s not like Bobby. He was always the kindest and most giving of us all.” 
“I can’t believe he would do this to us! We trusted him!” 
“I don’t know where we will go now.” 
“It’s as if he made a deal with the devil.” 
Richard Bender spoke to the media that morning as well. He offered to let bygones be bygones and gave every member of his staff a chance to sign back on with the company. With no place else to turn, they all took the deal. They signed their new contracts blind, without even glancing at the added paragraph on page three, granting Mr. Bender the right to negotiate a deal for their souls. 
Strangely enough, Richard Bender was a changed man after that day. He was less prone to outbursts, and he almost never fired another staff member. He looked the other way when employees took extended breaks, and he didn’t mind if anyone listened to music or talk radio. 
Mr. Bender found a new secretary. Actually, he found a few more before he retired. He even married one after Elaine finally had enough and left him. Then he found another mistress on the side when his new wife started to bore him. 
Mr. Bender knew where he was going. He hadn’t signed away anything, but having traveled the Highway to Hell for so many years, he saw no reason to change course. He wasn’t going alone. With a smile on his face, he gleefully endured all the nonsense and laziness for which he once had zero tolerance. “Go ahead,” he thought. “Take that longer lunch. Make that personal phone call. Play another round of Minesweeper. Enjoy life while you can, minions. There’s Hell to pay when it is over.” 
 
For more inter-office terror, go to www.deadparkbooks.com and order your copy of Dead Park Plaza. 
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